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The sermon was a long one, and Jussi had
time to become lost in a dream that he too would
soon be going home to a church-day breakfast
of gruel and potato-stew. Nowhere does the
human imagination, even the stiffest-jointed,
roam with such ease as in church at sermon-time
on a summer day. It grated on Jussi's sensibilities
to have to go back to his boat when the service
was over. There was no help for it, he had to go,
but the trip to church marked for him a change
in the inward contents of the summer.

In the autumn Keinonen took his men into
the parish where Jussi had come into the world;
Jussi even helped to count the fine untouched
timber in the forests belonging to his birthplace
Nikkila. Many, indeed, were the forests he
had tramped with Keinonen since their first
association at distant Tuorila. But now it hap-
pened that one morning Keinonen failed to
awake* No one had seen him die; in his death
there was the same touch of mystery as in his
life.

The work was then nearly finished, and by the
time the new boss arrived the men were ready
to depart, for it was early yet for the cutting to
begin in that district. Jussi was the only one to
stay on; his explanation was that he would
wait for the winter work to begin, but he had a